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essays, and art, [think our magazine tries to provide something for 
‘everyone...at Jeast | hope it does. : 

That's part of the reason | wish to begin receiving letters from our _ 
esteemed readers; | want Lo find out just how we stand, what we're _ 
doing right and what we could be doing better. 

‘One new feature of our magazine 1s “Sounding Board.” In this, 
we accept essays with an editorial bent. | believe that people should 
be allowed to speak their minds, and if they wish not limit that 
speech fo 300 words or less, then “Sounding Board’ is the place 
for them to open up. t0 talk it oul. to let off some steam; or make 
s think: Isn't that what college is all about, to improve our enfical 
thinking skills? 

Films have been an accepted arl medium for a long time, and now 
Avalon is Steiving to bring that medium to its readers. With a new 


would you want to be editor of Avalon anyway?! Do you 
set anything out of it? 

"tell my friends, yes, I get 3 great deal of personal satisfaction out 
of putting together an Avalon. For me, it’s a lot of fun to put one 
Together, and it gives me a chance to use my talents in a creative 
manner, | also get the chance to slam some brews wilh the staff 


\while jamming out to the big band sounds of Glenn Miller'and joe 
Jackson. 


R= I've been asked by a lot of my friends,‘Just why 
















To those who may 1 
his magazii 
my spare b 


aw me, I'm mostly into print journalism, 
€ of my hobbies. 1 also like to sleep in 
poetry or listen to Led Zeppelin, but | usual= 
ly. wind up wniting poetry while listening to Robert Plant and the boys 
do “’Kashmir,’* and obtaining absolutely no sl It’s kind of fun. 
how long your body will go on before your mind shuts down 
and you sit in front of a terminal just typing whatever the hell comes 
into your head. Just don't try this at home or on the job, kiddos. 
35 parents and bosses get rather irate at this sort of behavior 

As you may now, I've spent the better part of three years learning, 
the techniques of print journalism, and st has paid off in the form 
of an internship. You know, there's not a great deal of creativity in 
Print journalism. Sure, it takes some doing to come up with that 
elusive lead which says i all in 25 words or less, And it takes a great 
deal of work to make a story flow, to make it read. to have it be 
sn some sort of logical order. But can the story actually make the 
reader believe he or she is actually there? Not oxen. 

But Avalon is different, | believe. We can describe a place as be- 
ing ether heavenly or the utter pit of hell, and make you feel like 
you are there, standing among us on a white sparkling cloud, or a 
black mound of brimstone. 

Here in The Chart/Avalon office, we have a sign which states that 

It’s easy 10 be a good editor. Just print something for everyone.” 
With a mixture of journalism, fiction, poetry, photography. opinions, 




















1 don’t think about the past 
I'm moving too fast to know where I've been 
(MLM, 1981) 


5 a child of the 1960s, the decade syndrome is a concept 

I have seen come of age. The decade syndrome is a 

reoccurring event usually appearing around the end of 
the eighth year of a 10-year span. The decade syndrome allows 
(causes) one to ether look back at the previous decade to determine 
if any significant events have occurred, or the syndrome may cause 
(allow) a person to look toward the next decade td anticipate the 
future and participate in shaping the next 10 year's outcome. The 
‘amining of past accomplishments and past failures if only to see 
where we've been and where we are headed is the essence of history, 
With the infiltrating prevailence of television, events which may have 
fo immediate historicat value are nonetheless recorded as news of 
the day. These events are permanently stored, if not in the hearts 
and minds of people who can repeat the ‘stories: then in the modem 
version of the history ‘book’ the video cassette. 


We were just victims of our youth 
We never got into the real truth 
—1980 


Aside from people working in the broadcast industry and those 
who may tape the local news for convenience in scheduling view: 
ing time, most people dor't keep magnetic recordings of what & con- 
sidered news. The people who were represented in news headlines 
in the decade of the VCR, however, are probably represented in the 
video collections of the viewing public. Movie and television actors 
have become so celebrated that entertainers are now considered 
sewsmakers. Entertainment news has become ‘infotainment’ and 
though the traditional oews broadcast remains objective, the news 
anchor has become a broadcast personality. While she or he may 
Sill refrain from injecting personal opinions into their readings of news 


column simply titled “Flicks,” we hope to bring yourup to date’on 






what's hot, whar's not. in the film entertainment realm, In this edi 


tion, Mike Mallory goes to the mavies, and gives us his insights into 














the latest| Dennis Hopper Mlick, Flashback 

Take a look at “Sounds and "BPM" in this edition. ‘“Sounds 
features a look at some of the recordings of the 1980's, while we 
0 progressive and|find out Christopher Clark's reaction to the 
Ministry concert that took place in Tulsa last month. 

Another new thing I've added ts the use of photographs to illustrate 
2 story, and the use of ar fo illustrate a poem. “Mary's Room,/a 
poem by Brian Webster, gives us a poignant look into the life of one 
young woman. Do we know someone like her? 


Ii the type in this edition seems to be a little smaller, that's because 






itis. We decided that to get more stuit into Avalon, and yet still hold 

down costs, we had to go to’a smaller typeface. This 1s about the 

limit though lguess we could go to four point, which lools like 
— Naw, [don't think so. 


the AQ 


Stories, the news-talkers may still have an opportunity to ask ques- 
tions and express personal opinions on their own hour-long primes 
Ume television programs. With reenactments and dramatizations, 
these programs can provide such useful imformation as how to 
manufacture crack, as Connie Chung’s CBS prime-time debut did so. 
unaccountably. While Connie Chung’s audience may not put this 
information to use, i's good to know that the data was made available 
o the nation’s TV addicts. 


Its ume we owned up to the real truth 
Only the’ grown-ups can remember their youth 
=1981 


The one-hundred and sixty-ninth decade saw freedoms realized 
and freedoms restricted, The freedoms of expression which resulted 
from the realization that we are all neighbors on this ‘Hendrixian 
people farm have, in the 1980's, led to a people who at times not 
only do not love thy neighbor, but who sometimes don’t know the 
names of the people living in their own neighborhoods. The 1960's 
itself were a decade of leadership, a decade of change, and a decade 
of loss. The country as 3 people mourned the loss of influential per- 
sons and with them a sense of nationalism, a sense of concem, a 
sense of asking “not what your country can do for you, but what 
you'can do for your country,” began to lose its significance as peo- 
ple increasingly looked at the government as an entity unto itself, 


and not the mere people chosen by the citizens to represent theit 
interests. 


We're moving into the nineties 

and we're Joaking from, behind the front line 
Working overtime lor our goldmine 

Running out of time 

We're running out of fear for our creator 
1980 


What is in the best interest of the people is now increasingly being 
decided by elected officials From a Predetermined decency in music 
lyrics, video and movie releases, and in art, the freedoms of expres 
sion are facing unwarranted limitations. Anificial boundries of taste 


Please turn to The Wordster p.4 
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When the rings 
around the spot 
where the 
baited hook 
had hit 
the water 
disappeared, 
she reeled in 
the slack line 
and propped | 
her pole against 
a fallen log. 
She sat herself 

down ] 











Photo By John L. Ford 


Creek short fiction by Lawrence 


elly packed her dented lunch box with sandwiches, 

@ Cotlage cheese carton containing worms, and 

2 small selection of tackle and she wished 
school was not staring next week and that someone was 
‘going with her on this last fishing trip to Cripple Creek. The 
night before her Dad had said, “‘I really wish I could go. 
buddy, but | just can't take time off from the mill. Kelly's 
best friend would have gone with her, but he was still down 
in Madison with his grandparents. 

There was no sense in asking any of the girls They were 
too busy pretending to be grownups, or giggling about how 
Cute some boy was, or sneaking their mothers’ makeup. The 
boys didn't want Kelly around anymore. She could 
remember times, though, when she was the first choice 
when they were picking sides for a game of baseball down 
in old man Farley's field, and she remembered how they 
used to say she was the best rock thrower in fown: from 
2 good fifty yards she could hit any ane of those cowed. 
abandoned, and stray dogs scrounging al the garbage dump. 
Now the boys seemed embarrassed and uneasy near her 
and would not talk to her unless they had to. 

So, with the Zebco rod and reel that she had recenved from 
her father.as a birthday present the summer before, and her 
battered lunch box strapped to her bike, she headed toward 
Cripple Creek. 

It wasn’t a long ride and inside a quarter hour she had 
propped her bike against a tree and was rigging her pole: 
using the knot her Dad had taught her four years ago when 
she was only eight. 

Kelly searched through the damp, shredded newspaper 
in the cottage cheese carton and pulled out a fat ‘crawler, 
‘one of the couple dozen she had caught the night before 
in the back yard. She threaded the hook through the worm 





Pierce 


and watched it twist itself pretzel-like before she made her 
Cast_ It was a good cast and only made a small splash when 
the wieghted line hit the water. “Dad would've been pro- 
Ud of that one"” she thought 

Kelly was an only child. Her mother had died before Kel 
ly had even’staned school and she could not remember 
much about her. Kellys Dad had assed her without any 
‘ouutside help other than a piece of maternal advice from 
his own mother. Kelly knew that her Dad even if he did try 
ot to show it, had always secretly wished for a son, but 
she also knew he was proud of her and was not sorry she 
was his child: she knew her father loved her very much. 

When ithe rings around the spot where the baited hook 
had hil the water disappeared, she reeled in the slack line 
and propped the pole against a fallen log. She sat herself 
down and waited..and waited 

Nothing happened. She began to inspect the ground 
around her. She discovered an ant hill not far from her feet. 
and at first did nothing but watch ithe tiny insects as they 
marched soldierlike in and out of their underground cas 
te: She gently lifted one of the ants and allowed it to craw! 
on her hand, repeatedly turning her hand m order that she 
might keep it in her line of vision! Then, with no thought 
10 the matter, almost instinctively, she plucked the ant off 
her hand and pinched it benween|her thumb and index 
finger She did that over and over again, permitting an ant 
10 crawl on her hand, and then crushing out as bry life: 

Kelly soon grew tired of killing ants and stood up. She 
walked around the log and looked up The sun was playing 
hide and seek in the little white clouds that jogged across 
the sky. The sunlight, when it shone through, hurt her eyes 
and she closed them. As the sun warmed her face she in- 
haled deeply the smell of the woods around her. She could 





smell too the dark muddy water of Cripple Creek 

Wath a jerk Kelly opened her eyes and npped a small and 
low-hanging branch from its mother tree. She snipped the 
branch of its leaves and began to swing it with quick snaps 
of her wrist) making it crack like a'whip. She thrashed the 
brush around her with the wooden whip: 

Through the foilage she glimpsed something that did not 
quite match the coloring of the surrounding browns and 
Breens. She stopped her assault against the imaginary at: 
tack of the killer plants and knelt down to find out what 
had caught her eye 

Iwas a duck. a mallard drake. She poked at nt with her 
stick, hoping it was not dead) only sleeping. It refused fo 
move and with the stick she raked the death-hardened bird 
from beneath the bush. Kelly turned the duck over with the 
toe of her high-lopped gym shoe 

Kelly was engrossed by it. She had never seen a dead 
duck, at least not one still wearing ité feathers only those 
frozen and naked headless ducks in the butcher department 
at the supermarket! Squatting she examined it more close 
ly. In the Side of its glossy green head. the red-ringed eyes 
were glazed over with a milky The snowy feathers that 
made up the duck’s neck ring were spattered with mud as 
was as chesinut-red breast. Its legs and feet which most fikely 
had once been of 2 nch and beautiful orange were now fad: 
€d to a dingy yellow or a very dull orange al best 

Kelly pulled a feather from the drake's undersidé: a grayish 
feather delicately marked with tiny black waves, to 
inspect it even Closer. Then she pulled another. She was pull 
ing feathers from 0 fess firm and throwing therm in the 
air to watch them to the earth in the Inght breeze that 
played in the trees: When there was a large bald spot on 
the duck’s belly she licked iW into the water and watched 
35 it was slowly carried away by the current 
























Kelly returned to her pole and reeled in the line The 
worm was gone from the hook though she hadn't noticed 








Ss ee ea ook Heap Sehatt oad 
fish." her Dad had said 3 long time ago. Quickly she baited 
the hook and cast it into the river. She returned the pole 





To its place against the log and sat down again. The sun 
now high over her head and she was becoming hi 
She retneved one of the peanut butter and marshmallon 
Sandwiches from her mistreated lunch box and started ta 
‘eat AS she relished laste of the Salty-oily peanut butierand 
the sugary-sweet marshmallow she watched a spider spin 
ning a Web in a low fork of a nearby tree. When Kelly fins 
ed her Sandwich and the spider its web, she methodically 
shredded the web with the same sinpped branch shesiad 
Used|in her earher crusade against the marauding bush 

The fishing wasnt as good as she had hoped for and Kel. 
ly satdown beside her pole, sianng at the place where the 
line entered the water. Bored, she drifted into sleep. 

A short time Liter she awoke with a start when her pole 
fell across her stomach. fish had taken the bait and hook 
ed itself 

Excited because this could be the last fish she would catch 
this year, Kelly reeled it in quickly, knowing that it was not 
3 Lirge fish because it didn’t pull back much 

It was a small bullhead, too small to keep. Usually she 
would have returned such a fish to the water after remav 
ing the hook so that it might grow larger and maybe some 
day be caught again: But she didn’t do that this time 

Kelly brought her red-handled Swiss Army. knde—a 
‘Christmas gift from her Dad=from her hip pocket. With the 
knife she proceeded to disect the live. squirming fish. She 
removed the inner organs carefully, individually scrutniz- 
ing each one thoroughly before she tossed them all into the 
water. 

The now-dead fish in one hand, and the bloody knife in 
the other. Kelly realized what she had done. sorry that she 
had not tumed the fish loose. She had not meant to torture 
the fish, only to inspect the fish's insides because she had 
never taken the time to do so when she was cleaning fish 
for the table. 

Using the same Knife that had been an instrument of death: 
10 the fish, she dug a hole in the ground near the water's 
edge. With her foot she slowly rolled the mangled remnants 
‘Of the fish into its shallow grave and covered it with the up= 
Tumed earth. 

Kelly stamped the mound of dirt flat with her feet and 
2 single tear rolled down her cheek She quickly wiped the 
Tear away with the back of her hand, afraid that someone 
might see her crying over a stupid fish and think she was 
assy prt 
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Bangs dy Berke 
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essay by Angie Stevenson 





d been cutting my Barbie's hair for long enough, 1 
decided. It was time for me to move on to a bigger 
challenge My scissors thirsted for the real thing 

Lwas one of the few among my pre-school comrades who 
didnt have bangs. My long, blonde hair was instead swept 
up into a barrette everyday. which, as everyone knows 
made me look like a three year old rather than my true (and 
more sophisticated) age of four. Yes, my present style 
definitely outdat d lot of trouble. If I had bangs. 
Mommy wouldn't ha ix my hair for me every morn: 
ing. and she could quit telling me to “get the hair out of 
my eves> Mommy shouldn't mind at all. She said she liked 
Barbie auld also like mine I couldn't mess 

pro, My long, trouble 

a thing of the past. 






















bangs 
ter all, 1 was 





me locks were 





It was decided. 1 began my quest, hunting diligently for 

Tusually: asked Mom to get them for me. Not 
awever. I wanted my bangs to be a surprise. If 
Was correct, they were in my closet. The closet 





this time 











ith a squeak, as most things do when you're 
be silent. Or 
hool body 






¢ of the lower shelves (just within 
reach) 


my pre 


con box. I bet they 
were inside it. I opened the lid and saw the rusted. silver, 





suf@y scissors pecking out from underneath a rainbow of 
crayons. The scissors werent as pretty and sharp ast 
that grandpa used when I admired his work at the barber 
», but they should do. 

They did 

The first move 








1 been carefully planned. I'd decided 
to start at left side of my forehead. Snip. I watched my hair 





fall onto the dresser. My stomach felt queasy—there was 
no turning back now. Upon examination I realized that Pd 
cut it a tad short. Well, more than a tad, actually, there 
Was about a half an inch, one inch at the most, left where 
Td cut. Maybe if the rest was gradually longer, it wouldn't 
be noticeable, I thought. Two more slices of the dull blades 
followed, this time the remainiug hair fell in the middle 
of my forehead. 








My mother’s eyes not only 
Popped out of their sockets, 
but also glowed as red 
as the embers of a burning log. 


| I guess she had noticed. 





1 looked at the finished product and began to feel very 
nauscous This was not good. I panicked, looking for a way 
out: Maybe if my parents coulda’t find my hair, they 
wouldn't notice I hid the dead locks that I had cut under- 
my pillow: 

T casually (well, I tried to look casual) wallked into the 
kitchen, where Mom usually resided. I was shaking and felt 
as if] was going to pass out, but tried to appear nonchalant 

Hi Mommy!” My mother’s eyes not only popped out of 
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cir sockets, but also glowed as red as the em 
oe Jog) I guessed she bad noticed: ers af 

“What?” she screamed and then took deep 
“What did you do to your hair?” Before could ae 
Iwas sent to my room to “think about what'd dom 
must have really blown it this time; Td never bees 
my room before. My mirror scemed to laugh at eat 
Thad bangs now, just had wished. 105 too bad tg 
edlike aki slope. Tears began to roll down my chic 
thought of Daddy coming home was enough toeageh 
weatherman|(o send/out food warnings 

Terawled up on to my bed and awaited my coat 
thirty mioutes ago, my idea had seemed sensible ne 
couldrt come up with any substantia) reasons ook 
the bangs to my enraged parents : 

The falar sound of Daddy's pocket change da 
as he walked towards my door won my heart itp 
the 100m dash, He stood before me accompanied Wie 
AILt took was one stern look from Dail to break her 
again. Trying to fight my way through the tearsond 
Tmanaged an utterance to their obvious question 

=I.don't kaw" It was all {could say: my Brainy 
My memory also failed me when they asked where yy 
was: While they looked for my hair, the thoughtof as 
ing out of the window crossed my mind. Of eouretks 
that i was sereened, not to mention closed, preven 
from trying it Leaving no stone (or pillow in thiveaa 
turned, my parents found the hair. It was the wont sap 
ing|llcould remember. i. 

After they left got my Barbie 1 wondered why heyy 
still pretty. What had gone wrong with my hai? Walt 
lst hope tht it at ala nghtmar, poche a he 
ror again. My tear-stained face and chopped bangs prec 
proved that I hadnt been dreaming, 1 as Up 
thought about having to see my’ friends again. Minbel 


wont punishment was yet to come 











———__—_—__ 


The Wordster 


The decade of the nineties was ushered in with much ae 
being done about the preceeding decades. Fascination with eves 
which occurred in the 1960's proliferated as magazine is an 
television programs were devoted to the music and the happens 
of one of the most turbulent eras in U.S. history. As 1969) the sus 
mer of Woodstock, came to a close, leaving behind an evens 
decade to reflect upon and the unrealized events of the next dec 
open for speculation, it was perhaps then that the decade syndrome 
was conceived. No doubt as the nines turn to zeros there jw 
much recollection of the preceeding decade's, cliches, and tren 
The decade syndrome will, however loose its significance as 
twenty-hundred gives bith to a whole new age of expression 
century syndrome will begin in approximately eight years, Unt 


continued from p. 2 








are being erected, stifling freedoms which are a basic necessity of 
human nature. The freedom of expression, whether guaranteed by 
the United States Constitution, or abridged by rules and regulations 
vated on by the people's representitives in Congress allows any per. 
son who has something to say, regardless of the statement's inferred | 
| 
| 


Censorship begins with 
and ends with the 
senses. Disregard that 
which offends 
and it means nothing. 
Nothing cannot 


ived Ihs tar hats World Where bres iner ie tae ean we can recollect on the vast array of experiences the former 
our lives are fel almost daily, can surely ditnguish Benweenanre | offend. | __ held and look with anticipation to the next 10, years Wher 
the Senses 


benefit or possible detriment to society's supposed morals, to say what 
they will, No one should ever be forced of coerced to listen to or 
take seriously any t 





made—what one f 









SON sees as having 


it an y see as offensive. Those af us who have 





f pel 








Disre 


ard that which offends and it means nothing 
Nothing cannot 








He was born in the 
e cliche 


aring fort 


nineties 
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edition of ‘Avalon’ is | 
March 21 
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Love, Against The Far Reaches of Time 
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“Es tan largo el olvido” 
—Pablo Neruda 


My love, they may not want to know, but if they do, 
They could as well ask you as me 

about the truth in Neruda’s line 

that “love is so short and forgetting ts so long”: 

itis hard to understand, but | agree, don’t you, 

that love lasts beyond the far reaches of time 


Tell me, who sings you now? Not | 

But since I sang you then, when we were young, 

} shall sing or speak or cry or breathe your name again 
down the far reaches of time, 

because, of all that I have known or lost 

of friends, of pleasures, or of meager fame, 

of injustices and redress, and of the cost 

of worldly glory, and of heaven's gain, 

‘only you go on, as lovely as you came 


The years may steal my fondest dream; 

@ favorite song, a brown and yellow marble, a town, a name 
or take my friends, my sight, my voice, my mind: 

Still, since love is not a thing, a word, a thought, or a scheme, 
the years are powerless to ever change 

the feelings that I have for you. They remain 

and my heart remembers beyond the far reaches of time 


The world itself will end they say, in wor 

in fire, in tidal wave, in tremor or 

as the sun goes out or stars collide 

But what we felt and did and were is more 

than earth and sea and sky and can withstand 

both shell and flame, tide and quake, and human Pain, 
It is life's essence whose beauty always lies inward— 
The one clear truth in us, yours and mine. 

that will live and flourish against the far reaches of time. 


Dr. Vernon L. Peterson 





T. Rob Brown 






Hamburgers, Beans, and Potato Chips 


Don't ask me ‘bout the past 

Don't ask me ‘bout ‘Nam 

All Til tell you is that you got to move on. 

Don't ask me ‘bout Bush 

Don't ask me bout Quayle. 

As far as I know, the devil has a tail 

I don't care about Congress or the ABC news 

I listen to Muddy Waters if J want to get the blues. 
IT have nothing else before the world is 

Blown to bits 

T hope I'm eating hamburgers, beans. and potato chips. 


Don't ask me ‘bout sex. 

Don't ask me bout AIDS. 

I'm not interested in lectures that make you afraid. 

Don't ask me ‘bout crack 

Don't ask me "bout cocaine. 

T wouldn't know the pleasure, I wouldn't know the pain. 

I don't like to hear everyone else's advice 

I've always had the ability to stop and think twice. 

I'm not concerned with the punishment the murderer gets 
I just want my hamburgers, beans, and Potato chips. 


I'm just a family man, so leave me alone. 

It's hard enough just keeping up with my home 

I don't know if the arms race will ever have a winner. 
T just want to know what I'm having for dinner. 
Treally don't mind if my job don't pay so great. 

As long as I can still put good food on a paper plate 
At the end of a long day when I'm ready to eat, 
Hamburgers, beans, and chips just can't be beat. 


So. 


Don't ask me ‘bout the rich 
Don't ask me Bout the poor 

No matter who gets the money, they always want more. 
Don't ask me ‘bout the cults 

Don't ask me ‘bout the gangs 

T could never be a part of anything so strange 

All I can protect is my very own turf. 

A back yard with a fence, a swingset. and a nerf 
Where we can have our cookouts and afternoon picnics. 
With hamburgers, beans, and potato chips 


Brian Webster 


The Brink of Life 


Lust, desire. temptation 
all mainfest themselves in my mixed-up mind 
Still a child, yet a woman just the same 
A man to mary, ond a baby to name 
Is this every young girls’ ultimate dream? 
To have a family that will make everyone beam 
Well, not for me, at least not soon 
T want to make it big and eat with the silver spoon, 
A man can't give me what Imyself can't find 
that's power. love. and a peace of mind. 


Juliette E. Bartlett 


See this movie and waste a couple of hou 


BY MIKE L. MALLORY 














WWUSTANT EDITOR 
advertisement for the new movie release 
back, starring: Dennis Hopper and) Kiefer 

Sutherland, which features a scene from the 





ie where Hopper says “once we get through with 
ies, we vill make the sixties look like the fifties 
may fead one to believe that Flashback is a flashback to the 








The movie Flashback. though the title has obvious 


enic inferences, has fittle 10 do with tripping, time 


rlickKkKs 





hallucing, 





The features Denne 


just as 


Hopper. but the 
around 


Sutherland plays FBI 


action 
revolves much. or even morc 
Sutherland’s. character 
Buckner. who is sent by the FBI to transport radical war pro: 
tester Huey Walker, (Hopper), from San Francisco to 
Spokane to face charges of flight from justice. Walker was 
originally arrested in. 1969 for playing 9 prank on Spiro 





at john. 















Upon his capt 
The 





Walker offers no res 





ince to Buckner 
ason for Walker's willing cooperation isn't revealed 
I the movie is well under way 
Buckner, who has an alarm on his wristwatch to alent him 
when itis time to take his vitamins, makes no secret of his 
initial dislike of Walker. Telling Walker that his father had 
died n Vietnam, Buckner lied to shaw his contempt 
for Walker, an outspoken political activist who Buckner was 
very much aware of, though he wouldn't admit it. His ly 
ing about the death of his father was something Buckner 
bly did many other times since disowning both of his 
parents because of theit lifestyles 




















BY(MIKE (Lx MALLORY pil a ee 
ASISTANT EDIRC 





tanley and Ivis, a new movie telease from Metro. 
S° Icioya afer estar nie Robe Ls DENNTCOLSs 
an illiterate who n his job because he can: 
read, and Jane Fonda as the persan who helps Stanley 
carn how to fead, would have made a great afterschool 















This adaptation of Paul Barker's Union Street, with such 
well known boxoffice names as Fonda and De Niro, 
however, is much better suited for the big screen 

Such basic necessities of modern life as being able to pass 
a drivers test, being able to know’ what street signs to follow 
to lind his way across town, and being able to read the label 
on a bolle of ibuprophine were impossible for Stantey Cox 
because he had never learned how to read. Having ac- 
cepted not being able to read as 3 fact of his life and being 
veary of asking for help, Stanley was unwilling to seek 
assistance that would enable him to function on a level of 
competency that before was unimaginable to him, 

When Stanley met Iris, he saw in her the qualities of pa- 
tience and understanding that were needed to accomplish 
what he believed to be impossible, to learn how to waite 
and read 

Stanley and Iris is'not a very funny movie. It is not an 
action:packed thriller with car chases and shootings, Stanley 
and [eis is a human drama, showing what determination 
along with the help of a irend can accomplish 

‘One early scene in the movie appeared to be comical 
when it occurred, When Iris still hasn't found out that 
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Buckner health conciousness resulted from his being ais: 
ed on a commune in Oregon, an area the hwo just happen 
To be teavelling through by train when Walker decides to 
make his escape. Alter being crossed by local authorities, 
Buckner and Walker are forced into a relationship where 
they both come to learn about the nature of the rebel 

‘During a visit to the foreclosed commune where Buckner 
grew Up, the last person to still live there, Maggie, played 
by Carol Kane, provides insights to Buckners childhood via 
home movies Buckner left his parent's home at an early 
age (0 get away from the ndicule he was subjected to at 
school. Buckner could not accept his parent's differentness 
he wanted to be just like the other children. Because of the 
far-out clothing he wore he stood out when all he wanted 
10 do was blend in, Named Free by the parents he disown: 
ed, Buckner deals with an inner struggle of conformity ¥s 
rebellion 























The movie, Flashback, though 
the title has obvious 
hallucinogenic inferences, has 
little to do with tripping, timeor _ 
otherwise. we 





Huey Walker, a political activist in the 1960's, was made 
the scapegoat for a crime that he didn't actually commit 
By being in the wrong place at the right time, Walker had 
taken responsiility for an act of protest which gained him 
legendary status among the flower children and political ac- 
tivists who looked to him as a leading force in the fight 
against war and restricted freedoms. On the run (rom 
authorities for twenty years, Walker spent two years with 
a Mexican circus where he learned escape techniques 
Which prove usefull to him in avoiding detention. 

Passing himseli off as FBI agent Buckner, Walker sheds 


Stanley is illiterate she is in a shoe repair shop to pick up 
the cheap shoes she had left to be repaired. Stanley comes 
in to pick up a pair of shoes he had left to be worked on 
The shop owner tells Stanley he cany have his shoes without 
2 claim ticket unless he will sign his name. Stanley jumps 
the counter and takes his shoes and leaves. After finding 
out that Stanley can not write, this scene takes on more than. 
comical dimensions. Not being able to write his own name 
Stanley couldn't open a bank account register to vole, or 
even spell his father’s name for a death cenifcate 

Jane Fonda in the role of Iris King plays a recent widow 
who is nat without some complications in her own life. After 
taking care of her ailing husband to his deathbed, it is 
understandable that Iris is not activley searching for so- 
meone to replace the memory of the man she had taken 
care of for so long. Stanley Cox recognizes Iris as the per- 
son who could help him with his struggle. Once Iris breaks 
through the obstacle of entering the close realationship re: 
quired to show Stanley that he is as capable as anyone to 
Jearn to read, she begins to cope with her loss while help: 
ing Stanley overcome the self-doubt which had plagued him. 
When Stanley first says to Iris, “Yeach me to read,” a lasting 
friendship is underway 

Both Stanley's and Iris’ family lives are shown as the rela- 
tionships each of them share in their respective households 
are explored. 

Stanley who attended a different school almost every 
month while traveling with his father had a shor attention 
span as a resull of staying up late, watching John Wayne 
movies and playing poker with his dad. The lack of a per- 
manent home added to the difficulties Stanley encountered 











Flashback 


wh 
oul of eee 


Dennis Hopper. 
Kiefer Sutherland, 
Garol Kane. 
Cliff, De Young... a 

‘Paramount Pictures release. Produced by M 
Directed by Franco Amurri. Screenplay by David L 
In thealres nationwide. Rated R (orofanity, 
shootings) e 


his stereotypical hippie appearance, and Hopper sheds ti 
typecast weird persona he has often used in portraying dif 
ferent characters in various movies during his lengthy career 
In the words of agent Buckner, Walker was a rebel 
applause = 
Both characters go through changes which force the 
‘examine their wishes {or a rebellious and/or sedate Ie 
jalker, who has existed for the past (wenty years 
‘onto, and trying fo live up to, his rebel without a causelme 
age, much like Hopper’s offscreen experiences, opts {o 
more quiet existence, Buckner loosens up as a result of| 
contact with Walker and begins to reconcile’ his past 
Dennis Hopper, who was nominated for an Oscar for his 
portrayal of a drunk in Hoosiers, and directed Sean P 


decade, taking most jobs that come his way. Set to playa) 

presidential candidate in Running Mates later this year, 

per can only go up,-if the movie Flashback is to be u 

2 barometer for his choice of acting roles. 5 
Directed by Franco Amurii, in his American debi 

Flashback is'a trip worth taking only if you have'a cou 

of hours to waste. ‘ 





He also invents remarkable gadgets. 

Iris King is the only working member of a househo 
which includes her daughter, portrayed by Martha Pliny 
ton, her son, her sister, Joann, portrayed by Swoozie Kurt 
and Joan's out-of-work husband. The side effects 
unemployment are shown as Joann’s cookie jar money is 
‘stolen’ by her husband to buy beer a 

Directed by Martin Ritt, Stanley and Iris deals with the sil 
ject of illiteracy in a one-to-one situation. 

Stanley can't read. 

Stanley meets Iris 

Stanley gets fired from his job. 

Stanley asks Iris 10 help him learn to read. 

Stanley likes Iris. 

Iris teaches Stanley to read. 

Stanley gets drunk =: 

Stanley gets jobs cleaning out bathrooms and digging 
ditches. = 

Iris likes Stanley. 

Stanley sleeps with Ins. 3 

Iris sleeps with Stanley—and the memory of her de 
husband. 

Iris’s daughter gets pregnant 

Stanley gets a new job in Detroit 

Stanley writes letters to Iris, 

Stanley gets a new car. 

Stanley gets the girl 

gel to write this review. 
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BRUISES PER MINUTE 


A concert is a terrible thing to waste 





Steve Moore: If I had money, I would spend it on this 
I. The Power of Lard 


2. My own cassette of The Psychadelic Furs’ “All of This and 
Nothing’ 


3. A Ford Fairmont McLaren (1981 model, of course) 


4. Blank tapes so I can copy all of Chris's stuff. And darn good 
stuff it 1s 


5. Revolting Cock’s LP “Big Sexy Land’ 








6. Every T-shirt from Wax Trax Records 


DON'T 
WEAR 
FUR 


Music you should buy. 
Right now. 


The Power of Larnd— Lard—Jello 
Biafra of the Dead Kennedys and Alien 
Jourgensen Team on This E.P. and take 
the now cliche porshors ar 
Televanaelists. 














QS et 











Themes of Violent Retribution— 
Mussolini Headkick—Anorther Group 
thar kills us with politics but makes up 
for it with a good bear. Where are my 
|_prionities? 
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1980 


7AYUS corr 
Pram Aree 


m= Pearl Harbor and the Explosions 
mre Pat Benotar— Crimes of Passion 
= UFO—No Place to Run 
 Blondlo—Autoamerican 

EE The Police—Zenyatta M 
wee Cheap Trick—All Shook Up 

mm e® Kansas—Audio Visions 

mm Jonn Lennon and Yoko Ono—Double 
Fantasy 

wee Ee David Bowie—Scary Monsters 

m ® Warren Zevon—Bad Luck Streak In Dane. 
Ing Schoo! 

EF Tom Waits—Heartatieck and Vine 

8 Van Halen—Women and Children First 
3 Motels—Carelul 

wwe Gonesis—Duko 

REE # Joo Jackson—Beal Crary 

EE & Elvis Costello and the Altractions—Get 
Happy 

ww we Lorry Cariion—Strikes Twic 
EE Pal Motheny—80/61 


1981 
LEETEA GaLD Tee Ux Pam cary 
































mE Tho Who—Face Dances 

© Prince—Controversy 

em The Rolling Slones—Tatoo You 

wx The Vapors—Magnots 

wm w= Ozzy Osbourne—Bllzzard of Ox 
we Ozzy Osboume—Disry of a Madman 
EE King Crimson—Discipline 

Elvis Castello—Almost Bive 

exer Elvis Costello and tne 
Altractions—Trust 














1982 
ar ca SE 


wee Bill Nelson—Tho Love That Whirs 
(Diary of a thinking Heart) 

© Ric Ocasec—Beatitude 

mx Slit Enz—Time and Tide 

WER Joo Jackson—Night and Day 

EEE Elvis Costello and the Altractions— 
Imperial Bedroom 

Dave Edmunds—D.€7th. 

wrx Andy Summers/Robent Frisp—| Advance 
Masked 

® Alice Cooper—Ra'se Your Fist and Yell 











RECORDINGS AND GUITARS 
| BOUGHT IM THE 1980S 


BY MIKE L MALLORY 





Recordings listed by year of original release in'no 


specilic order. 
‘GRASS LISTED OF GRBER OF PRECEASE. 


Rating scale: 
1 m—less than 5 listens 

2m —more than § listens 
3m —Iess than) 10 listens 
4m —more than 10 listens 


ean ———— 


1983 


PPLE ALT HECK ALES 





mex & Thin Lizzy—Thunder and Lightning 
® Rick Derringe’—Good Dinty Fun 
mw xStray Cats—Rantn-Rave 

wee Elvis Costello and tho Alls 
Punch the clock 

EEE Utopla—Oblivion 

fm Orzy Osboumo—Bark al the Moon 
 ® Bad Brains—Rock for Light 

ew Streols—Ist 


Sounds 


1984 


RE Tho Fixx—Fhantoma 

Tho J. Glets Band—You're Gettin’ Even While 
'm Gettin’ odd 

© Eurythmics— 1984 

 Slade—Keep Your Hands OM My Power 
Supply 

& Yngwie J. Malmsteen—Rising Force 

© Greg Kihn 8and—Kihntagious 

mmm Dar! Hall and John Oats—Big Bam 
Boom 

== Elis Costello and the Attractions— 
Gooddye Cruel Wortd 

® Dovo—Shout 

Ee Taking Heads—Stop Making Senso 
a= Ee Ralt—Out Ol The Cellar 


1985 


a Night Ranger—7 Wishes 

© Cruzados 

x ZZ Top—Alterbumner 

 Tubes—Love Bomb 

wx x Graham Parker and the Shol—Steasy 
Nerves 

WEEE Sad Cs'e—Politics of Existing 
 Sling—Dream of The Blue Turtles 





1986 


Greg Kihn—Love and Rock ang Roll 
® Missing Porsons—Color Your Wona 
EE The Elvis Costello Show(leaturing 
Costelio|—King of America 
Julian Cope—Saint Julian 
Tho Kinks—Think Visual 
we Alc Ocasec—This Side of Parad; 
Joe Jachson—Big World 


1987 


‘TMU cLASEAL 











x Ozzy Osbourne—Randy Rhodes T 
2 Slovo Jones—Morcy 

Tho Del Fuegos—Sland Up 
 Prince—Sign ‘© tho Times 

x Talking Heads—Slop Making Sensa 
x Pole Townshand—Another Scoop, 
The Gullar World According To Frank 

mx Pat Metheny Group— Sil lifeltalking 
weer REM —Document 
 Saga—Wildest Dreams 

EE SquCez0—Babylon and On 

3x X—Seo How Wo Aro 


1988 


EE Jimmy Pago—Outrider 

® Robyn Hitchcock and the Egyptians =<} 
of Frogs 

© Midnight Oll—Diese! and Oust 

EEE The Jol Healey Band—See the Ug 
He Muddy Waters—10 Bives Classes 
3 x Tho Smithoreons—Greon Thoughis, 
REE x Crowded House—Tomple ol Lo 

© The Church—Startish 

we Cheap Trick—Lap of Luxury 

Ex Talking Hoads—Naked 

kere Edie Brikell and New Bohemians 
Shooting Rubber Bands at the Stars 


1989 


3 hea sures 








weerthe Front 
© Skid Row 

wx David Byme— Rel Momo 
BE Elvis Costello—Splke 

EEE Joo Jackson—Biaze Of Glory 
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More than ready to get hurt 


Ministry sends Tulsa crowd into ‘thrash frenzy’ 





BY CHRISTOPHER CLARK 


CONTRIBUTING EDITOR 


oming from Ministry's Jan. 29 concert in Tulsa, 
my only. regret was that I didn't come away with 


stab wounds, because I was more than ready to get 





hurt 
Held in Cain’s Ballroom, this was to be my first concert 
where I could legitimately fear for my safety. Stories were 
abounding about problems at some of Ministry's other con. 
certs around the country, so my friends and I were curious 
But everything would be alright. Trust me 
Opening for Ministry was KMFDM, an industrial 
quartet out of West Germany. It was during their second 
song that the night's first slam pit emerged. I had slamm 
ed before at a club in Houston to some jerk-off beat band, 
but I was inexperienced and certainly not ready for this 
1 was dancing in place, just minding my own business, 
when the first pit opened up. The pit was a good twenty 
feet away, and getting in there Jooked like fun; However, 
T\was hesitant and the pit soon closed. Still unhurt 
Later, still during KMEDAfs set, a second pit opened 
1 signaled to my friend Steve Moore that this was our time 
to go in. We rushed over and submitted ourselves to the 
whirlpool of bouncing and bruised’ bodies. We were 
separated in the circle, and I was thrown around quite a 
bit I was able to keep my wits about me, as I began to look 
for Steve in hopes of pounding him. He was wearing his 
Ministry ‘concert T-shirt, so 1 knew what to look for By 
chance he was slamming next to a guy wearing the same 
shirt, so 1 ended up accidentally nailing him instead of 
Steve Neat time, Steve I promise 











After getting my family planners rocked by some guy's 
knee, I left the pit. No more of that, at Jeast for the time 
being. 

For the rest of KMFDM 's set; 1 was content to bounce 
up and down, rock my head around and go deaf. KMFDM. 
played out a great set that primed everyone for Ministry, 
What we weren't ready for was the excruciating wait we 
would endure between acts. For what seemed hours, hip- 
hop blared out the bass and some of us began to wonder 
whether we had come to see Ministry or Public Enemy. 

Finally, lead singer Al Jourgensen and company came 
on stage and sent the crowd into thrash frenzy. I really don't 
remember what song Ministry opened with. 1 know jt was 
loud. Yeah, it was loud 

Joining Jourgensen on stage for the show was Ogre from 
Skinny Puppy, among others from such bands as U.K: Subs, 
Revolting Cocks, and Rigor Mortis. 

Those expecting Ministry to perform some their earlier 
ance floor faves like “(Everyday is) Halloween”, “All Day”, 
and “The Nature of Love” were sadly disappointed. This 
was clearly a show for speed, churning guitars, and real 
drums. Most of the show’s material came from Ministry's 
last two long-plays, “The Land of Rape and Honey.” and 
The Mind Is a Terrible Thing to Taste 

Songs built for speed and a slam pit included “Thieves” 
“The Missing”, “Burning Inside”, and “Stigmata. 

By the time “Stigmata” rolled around. my ears were feel. 
ing the pinch and I was hurtin’ all over the place. First, 
Iwas deaf. Then, a cramp from hell made its way up and 
down my left Jeg and I thought I was finished. But there 
was one battle left to be fought 

Toward the latter stages of the concert, I was getting beat 








Without a doubt, the highlight of 
the show came when Ogre from 
Skinny Puppy caught a can of beer 
in the face. Like a true champ, he 


kept right on singing. I bet Ogre 
would have kept on singing even 
if someone had jumped onstage 
and put a chainsaw in his back. 





badly by a rather large guy slamming next to me with some 
of his friends. I enlisted Steve's aid and we kicked some butt 
Tnever thought such a good time could be had by’ getting 
banged in the ribs. 

Without a doubt, the highlight of the show came when 
Ogre from Skinny Puppy caught a can of beer in the face. 
Like a true champ, he kept right on singing, I bet Ogre 
would have kept on even if someone had jumped on stage 
and put a chainsaw in his back 

The show ended with an encore that featured the 
distribution of what seemed to be an endless supply; of beer. 
Unfortunately for us, we were too far back to partake of 
the goodies, but no matter. It wasa long haul back to Joplin 
and we certainly didn't need the booze 

The concert ended with “The Land of Rape and Honey” 
an extremely danceable industrial ditty. This was a crowd 
Participation number as most cyeryone sang with 
Jourgensen. The end had come too soon to a show that pro- 
moted hearing loss and|bad) attitudes. and I loved every 
minute of it 

Til never forget smashing that opossum into oblivion on 
the way home What @ mess What an evening. 





\il_~,,-,«,_-J__!,————————— 


Takin’ Flight 


The early morning light 

Reflecting on the water's still surface 
Almost caught me by surprise 

As I softly walked to the cat-tails 
Lining the pond’s edge 


T have my trusty rifle 

I've brought plenty of shells 
I'm going to bag my limit 
Going to make the boys proud 
J think as J sit down to wait 


Suddenly, a loud quacking above me 
I shoulder the rifle silent and swift 
And glance through the crosshairs 
As I prepare to squeeze off a shot 


But as I draw my bead 
Before letting the shot fly 

Isee the ducks as I've never seen them before 
Green neck shining like an emerald 

I just can't do it 


John L. Ford 





Mark Ancell 
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Mary's Room 


There's a picture of Rob Lowe Just above the bed, 
Where every night Mary lays her head 

There’s a novelty stop sign hanging on the door 
Yesterday's clothes are lying on the floor 

The closet is where you'll find tomorrow's clothes, 
And in Mory’s diary are the secrets that only Mary 
Knows 

The flowers in the window are now in full bloom 
None of the boys in town have ever made it to 
Mary's room 


Mary goes to the high school and she is very shy 
She won't talk for long 

She won't look you in the eye 

You won't get a date with her no matter how hard 
You try 

And if you try to get her attention, she'll only 
Pass you by 

This girl wants more than just an average guy. 


But one boy drives by Mary's house every night 
All the rooms are dark, but in Mary's window, there's 

A light. 

Something in his heart insists that Mary would be just 

Right for him 

So he parks across the street with his engines running 

Hot. 

But he never stays for long because he's scared of getting 
Caught 

Sometimes he just drives around the block, 

Thinking of a plan, 

Looking for a plot. 

He desperately wants to give Mary something she hasn't got. 
But every night he goes home alone 


The days rush by like boxcars on a train. 

Nothing ever changes, 

Everything stays the same. 

From the loneliness of her room, Mary feels scared 
She's going insane. 

She has to do something about It 

So one day she meets a boy from the darker side of 
Town 

They get to know each other and begin to date around. 
But the relationship goes too far too soon. 

One cold winter night, they go into Mary's room 


THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 15, 1990 





The doctor tells Mary she is p 
Her innocence is scarred, 
Her body is defiled. 

From Mary's window comes 
Sweet and wild 
And withering like Mary's dre 
She calls her boyfriend and te 
He denies the child is his. 

He tells her he doesn't care. 
Feeling so alone, Mary begs h 
But he hangs up and leaves t 


Tonight Mary is crying in her| 
Trying to find an answer, 
Looking for another start 
She wants to get a knife and 
Heart, 

But it does no good to cut wh 
Like « promise that was whis 
Somewhere in the darkness u 
Somewhere in the darkness o 


Hopelessly in love, he drives 
Parks his car across the street 
He's as quiet as a mouse 

He wants to talk to Mary and 
Her out, 

Just to tell her how he feels, 

Driven by a desire that he ca 
He gets out of his sedan and 
As if he suddenly forgot what 
He walks towards Mary's win 


Mary gets out of bed when sh 
And rushes to her window as 
Parked across the street was | 
And someone was crossing th 
Coming to her window, 

A MAN! 

She watches in surprise as he 
Down below, 

And in the light he looks kin 
A once-smothered hope sud 
Growing inside her. 


He looks up at her and wave 
He asks her if she would like 
To a place where dreams are 
Mile 

Mary knows he is more than 


ae 
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egnant with a child 


tench of dying flowers, 





ms. 
Is him she Is scared 


im to be fair, 
men ond is gone forever 


bedroom in the dark 


ipithe pain from her 


a's already broken, 
ered and not spoken, 
nder the moon 
{Mary's room 


lo 'Mary’s house, 


he wants to take 


control anymore, 
shuts the door. 

he was waiting for, 
dow 


e hears a car door slam, 
fast as she can. 

1 shiny sedan, 

e street, 

-opproaches the bushes 
1 of like Rob Lowe 

lenly begins to grow, 


sand gives her a smile 


to\go riding with him a while, 


rediscovered at every 


just an average guy. 


So for all the lonely nights, Mary packs her case 
For all the broken promises, she gets out of that 
Place. 

For all the fleeting dreams, she would give chase, 
And nothing would stop her now 

The two of them could make things better somehow 
And by morning, they'd stand at a river in a loving 
Embrace 


Love was found again by the foggy riverside 

One year later, he took Mary for his bride 

And for the rest of their lives, he was always 

By her side 

He was an old man when Mary passed away 

And those last precious moments as he held Mary's 
Hand, 

He felt a powerful love that he couldn't understand 

In the soft, dying light, Mary had never looked so grand. 
As she did when she told him she loved him for the last 
Time 


On a soft spring morning, he drives by her old home. 
It’s the firstitime in a long time that he’s ever 

Been alone. 

In a flowerpot are some flowers that Mary had just 
Grown, 

Just before she died 

Just like the old times, he sits and watches her window. 
Where a much younger Mary would stand to feel the wind 
Blow, 

And the place where all of Mary's flowers would grow 
Now he knows just what to do. 

With the flowers under his arm, he gets out and shuts 
The door, 

Just like he had on that magical night, so many years 
Before. 

Now that the time is right, and those flowers are in 

Full bloom, 2 

He takes them inside the empty place and puts them on 
The window sill, 

In Mary's room 


And he knows that he'll miss his Mary 
Each and every day, 

When he gets back into his car alone, and 
Finally drives away. 


Brian Webster 


fisudys 
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Grampa 





told my friend Barney that I didn’t 
know how to be a grandpa 
Why do you suppose my son did this to 
me?" 
Well, you do eventually want some grandkids, 
don't 3 











s...I suppose, after a few more decades; but 
not right this minute. I mean, all these young peo- 
ple that are having these babies are little more 
than kids themselves,” I said with authority. 

“Not old enough for this! 

Making me feel about as old as Methusela, my 
eldest son and his little wifey had a baby. I was 
instantly stricken with panic. I had considered 
myself as little more than an older young person. 
Now I began asking myself, “Can Social Securi- 
ty and Medicare be far away’ 

I bought a couple of books on grandparenting. 
1 bribed my son with cash-money not to tell 
anyone that I was his dad. I made him swear that 
this little girl baby was the last until I was at least 
eighty years old. Just as I was about to consider 
retirement homes, I was snapped back into reali- 
ty, “Why are you acting this way?” my wife ask- 
ed me. 

“You don’t understand woman...I’m getting 
older each minute and I think I feel a pain as we 
are speaking,” I said feebly. 

“Look babe, your only in your forties and... 
think I know what might help you. Why don't 
you get out your old family pictures and think 
about your own grandparents. You might get a 
clue about how to deal with this so-called crisis.” 

I opened the closet in the front room and in 
an old box I had stored all my family pictures. 
I got down some of my now deceased grand- 
parent's photographs. I sat down and’ began to 
think about my own raising. Then a tremendous 
thought occurred to me; 

I'll be like my grampas were!” 

Directly, I thought about the notion of 
emulating my two best ancestors and I felt like 
a nit-wit 

“You can't just act like someone else...you have 
to be your own kind of person. You might bor- 
row a few experiences... if you get into trouble 
giving advice,” I told myself. 

I remember my grampa Clyde. Boy, do I 
remember him! He was the mast Republican 
human being I ever met, He thought Democrats 
were secretly communists. 

“All that damn Truman did was spend money 
and blow things up.” 

Clyde was the most opinionated person I would 
ever come to know. You might wonder if I too 
became opinionated. Well, I didn't. I absolutely 
know what I know! 

Clyde used to see some TV. personality and... 

“Now look at that jack-ass; how could a per- 
son get paid to get on TV. and say that kind of 
stuff?” 

I remember a nearby grocer that Clyde had 
often traded with. One day he came home and 
announced, “I'll never go inside that damn store 
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by Michael Penn Lee Herndon 


again! I asked old Butts if the price of pork and 
beans had gone up and he got smart with me and 
tried to overcharge me” 

You better believe that my grampa Clyde never 
Went inside that store again. Years later, the grocer 
tried to make peace—but he might just as well 
of tried to fly to the moon. For Clyde, the 
philosophy... WE WILL ONLY TRY TO CHEAT 
EACH OTHER ONCE. ..was sacred law! 

Grampa Clyde taught me a lesson that I will 
never forget. All of us cousins were gathered at 
his house one thanksgiving and we had been told 
not to go into his bedroom. Well, you don’t tell 
boys not to do something, unless you are plann- 
ing to physically restrain them. We went right into 
the bedroom and looked for his hidden Kentucky 
sippin’ whiskey. All we wanted to do was smell 
the stuff. He caught us, and when he came in he 
closed the door. We were sure we were near death. 
But, he calmly walked in and told us to take a 
good, stout, and paralyzing drink of the one hun- 
dred and one proof bourbon 








1 remember my grandpa 
Clyde....He was the most 
Republican human being | ever 
met. He thought Democrats were 
secretly communists. 

“All that damn Truman ever did was 
spend money and blow things up.” 


“If you boys are gonna drink...you gotta throw 
back quite a bit. Back in Kentucky, them young'ns 
that drink can swaller the whole bottle.” he said. 

We did not want to be considered “pansies!” 
So, we each took a liberal swallow and... 

“It's burnin'! I'm burnin’...inside my guts!"” 

To this day...I do not drink whiskey. 


His favorite admonitin was, “You hayen’t even 
seen the elephant poop yet! 
I think he meant that...before you try to give 
advice, know what in the Sam-hell you are talk- 
ing about. It probably wouldn't hurt a few of our 
politicians to heed that advice. Grampa Clyde 
had a couple of other sayings... 
Walk slow, and drink a lot of water, or “You 
just take a pill and you'll have t. 

My favorite warning was, “Start nothing that 
you don't plan to finish.” 

This saying has served me very well. I have 
learned that any initiative must be joined by a 
committment. 

My mom's daddy I called Grampa LeRoy, The 
cloth he was cut from was softer and a little more 
resilient, Perhaps this was because he was legally 
blind. Well, he may have been blind in his 
physical eyes, but his insight was 20-29. He lived 
in Northern Missouri on a little acreage He 
shared a warm and love-filled- little home with 
his “Dutch” wife. These good people were of the 





















country. They had good manners and warm lo 
ing hearts. I think the biggest difference betwee 
Grampa LeRoy and Grampa Clyde was th 
“sweetness” factor. Both grampas were Joy 
ing,..but Grampa LeRoy was the sweetest, Today 
sweetness is often confused with weakness. In thi 
lifetime of my grampas, LeRoy’s sweetness wi 
fully and completely understood. 

Tused to get up early so I could have breakfas 
with Grampa LeRoy and “Dutch.” They fed 
fatty-bacon, eggs, toast, coffee with sugar an 
heavy cream, and oatmeal. After this tremendot 
feeding, grampa would exit the house via th 
backporch and with the help of a rope that w: 
tied from the house to the barn, he would mak 
his way up to the barnlot. Inside the barn ther 
was an old corn-cob bin. Inside the bin he hi 
his “hootch” from the “Dutch” pentecost 
female. After a couple of blasts that would blin 
the average person, grampa would make his wa} 
back down the rope and into the house. At thij 
point he would bite off a section of his plu 
tobacco and sit down to enjoy the day. 

From this grampa, then, I learned that it w: 
O.K. to enjoy the good things of this world, ani 
without any explanation. I have since learn 
that many people are bothered by taking a day 
off or enjoying some of their increases. But} 
thanks to my grampa, I learned that recreatin, 
is a natural part of living. 

“You know child,” he would say to me, “Pai 
Harvey warns us, just like the Good-book, th 
people are a’movin' too fast sometimes. They j 
seem to be in such a hurry.” 

After a day of separating cream, gatherin, 
eggs, feeding chickens, and such as that, m: 
grandparents taught me my best things, Whe 
it got dark, they would trim the lamps, and ad 
just the oil furnace and get ready for bed. 
always slept in the roll-away bed near the fu 
nace. I could hear the last sounds the two mad 
before falling aslecep, “Baby...your feet are lik 
ice. 

“Well, I walked from the kitchen.” 

“You better let me warm them up for ya, 
grampa would tell her. “Thank you sweet Jes 
for this family of mine and mostly thank you f 
this good woman.” 

Now, I am supposed to be a grandparent i 
that tradition? I am not fit to tie their shoe-la 
This grand baby of mine is gonna nee} 
me...Dearest Lord...I wish my grampas wei 
here with me now, I need them and so does m}| 
grandbaby! 
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"work, photography, reviews, and essay done 
by students, faculty, or staff members. If 
you're interested in submitting material, drop 
it by Room 117 of Hearnes Hall. 
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© one in his right mind would go out in 

N he streets dressed like that.” Mothercaid 

ve got to,” 

‘aight jacket?” she asked. 
“Remember Richie Sullivan?” [ inquired. 
“Isn't he the boy that was in the accident with 

you quite a few years ago?" she replied, 
Yeah, I don't think he's gotten over that ret. 

" Well, now he’s in charge of the fraternity’s in. 
tions. Now I've got to get going or else they'll 

think that I chickened out.” The only sound to 

be heard was the slamming door. 
I ran down the street as everyone stared at 
me—who could blame them, it isn’t every day 
that a guy runs down the street in a. straight 
jacket. I finally got to the corner of 20th and Pine 
and stood under the street light like I was in 
structed to do. The nippy air chilled me as I stood 

" waiting for the guys to come and pick me up 
Suddenly, there was the roar of an engine as 

van came around the corner. As I saw the side 

of the van, I realized that I had been set up. I 

started running. I ducked around the corner and 

came to 17th and Oak. Several men jumped out 
of the van and chased me for about a hundred 
feet, then tackled me, harder than I can recall 
ever being hit. They threw me into their van. As 

_ Isat there waiting to arrive at our destination, 

" Inoticed a small trickle of blood on the side of 

my head 

Twas given a tranquilizer and put into aroom 
by myself. I immediately fell asleep. Just as soon 
as I was out, I awakened again and'saw a guy 
in the other corner. But I paid no attention to 
him, because for the time-being I only had one 
thing on my mind—getting out of this mess. 

He came over and sat down beside me. All I 
could think about was how I was going to explain 
this to my mother. He stood up and started to 
circle the room. I sat there like prey waiting for 
~ a hovering vulture. I decided that I was going 

_ to be there for a while, so I might as well talk 

to this other guy. I stood up as he stepped from 

the brightly-lit room into the dark corner. I 

_ couldn't even tell the color of his skin. I noticed 

he was chanting something, but I couldn't tell 
what it was, I returned to my corner and started 
tothink about what Richie had done to me and 
started to get upset. 
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1 looked into his eyes again 
and they set my heart afire. 
An uncontrollable rage 
overtook me. 








| 
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e Frat Prank 
aamiratPrank 


short fiction by Bryan Brown 


The words to the chant became increasingly 
clearer. I walked over to him to listen to this 
chant: He turned his head and slowly started to 
chant, “Iam you, and you are I. Seperate we are 
one, together we are deadly.” This chant 
mystified and bewildered me. I asked him what 
the doctors said was wrong with him. He 
replied,“If only I could escape my body and be 
like everyone else. Everyone knows that to kill 
someone is wrong, but still they think about it. 
Tam the type of person that goes ahead and does 
what they think.”” 

This was just a little bit bizarre to me, so I ask- 
ed him his name. He replied that his name was 
the same as mine. When he told me, it was cor- 
Tect. I started to think that this was part of the 
fraternity’s initiation but it was too out-of-the- 
ordinary for them. I listened as he spoke freely 

“Every man can distinguish right from wrong. 
yet still they think about killing people in the far 
recesses of their minds. Me, instead of thinking 
about it, I do it.” 

“I/know what you are talking about. I think 
about killing people. Iam not so horrible for that. 
Still I wouldn't actually kill a man,” I said 

“Why not?” 

“The only person that I really think about kill- 
ing is that Richie Sullivan, the guy that put me 
in here. When we were at my grandfather's farm, 
my grandparents left us and told us to be careful. 
Richie thought that it would be neat to ride the 
tractor. [ told him not to, but he did it anyway. 
He couldn't control it so I pushed him off of it 
When I did, I hit the gear shift and it ran over 
his legs. They took him to the hospital, and they 
had to amputate one of his legs.” 

As I sat there and wept, he just sat there and 
stared at me. I looked into his eyes and slowly 
my tears disappeared. No matter how much pi- 
ty I felt for Richie I couldn't shed a tear for him 
Because for seven years he made me regret try- 
ing to save his life. I looked into his eyes again 
and they set my heart afire. An uncontrollable 
rage overtook me. 

Then after seven hours a sudden burst of light 
came through the door. The guy told me I was 
free to go. As they took the straight jacket off of 
me, my arms ached from being in that precarious 
position for such a long time. They showed me 
to the door and there stood Richie with that smug 
look on his face. He walked with me to the frat 
house, laughing hideously the whole time. He had 
that same look on his face as he did the day of 
the accident. 

We were finally at the frat house. We walked 
in the door and inside the door hung a banner 
that said “Welcome Back Loony.” The guys ask- 








He turned his head and 
slowly began to chant, 

“1 am you and you are I. 
Seperate, we are one, together 
Wwe are deadly.” 

This chant mystified 
and bewildered me. 





ed him how it felt to survive the roughest initia- 
tion in Phi Kappa Beta house history. I decided 
that this was the time that I was going to show 
Richie what I had saved him from. There would 
be no help; just pain and death. Tasked if Tcould 
see Richie in the study for about seven minutes 

We walked in and for five minutes we talked 
about my night in the asylum and in the next half 
minute I picked up the gun hanging on the wall 
“I'm sorry that I tried to save you. Now I'm go- 
ing to let you get what you want,” There was a 
gunshot and then silence. 

The guys came up and stood in the door and 
stared at Richie and the pool of blood lying by 
his head. They called the police and'I was taken 
in for questioning. My attorney told me to plead 
temporary insanity 

I remember sitting at the murder trial. I was 
on the stand, and my attorney asked me who was 
in the room with me that night in the asylum, 
I told them all about the man and our talk, They 
brought in the records to show that there wasn't 
anyone in the room with me. They asked me if 
I could describe him. I’ said no, then I sucess I 
blacked out. They tell me they held'a pic-ure of 
me up and I went into a trance and started chan- 
ting, “I'am|you, and you are I. Seperate we are 
one, together we are deadly!” 


You" 


The deadline for submissions to the 
March issue of ‘Avalon’ is noon March 21. 
Submissions include short story, poetry, 
artwork, photography, reviews, and 
essay done by students, faculty, or staff 
members. If you happen to have 
materials such as these just lying 
around, get them some fresh air by sub- 
mitting them to ‘Avalon,' located in Room 
117 of Hearnes Hall. 
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Broken Mirrors 


Looking through this mirror, I see 

Reflections of what used to be 

Distorted images and fading memories 

Now it hurts so bad to reminiscence 

About all those things | now must miss 

And I tell you I never thought it would come to this 


Because Father, 

I still remember all of the little things 

Like the scent of the areosol you wore in your hair 
The sight of your shoes at the foot of the stairs 
We would get excited because you always had 
Something to do 

Like going somewhere to see a mouie, 

Or just having ourselves a nice barbeque 

That was the father I never knew. 

Now it’s all over, and there’s broken glass on 

The floor 

My whole life shattered on that night you slammed 
The door 

Don't you know that in a broken mirror, nothing 
Looks the same anymore 


Walking through this empty house I feel 

A sense of loneliness that's all too real, 

And a sadness that just can’t be concealed. 

Now of all the little things I've known 

One broken mirror will stand alone 

We can't put it back together if we're on our own 


Because Mother, 

I can't do anything to keep you from crying 
There was a time when you used to smile 

I guess those days are gone for a while 

I don't understand because you could always stop 
The pain in your special way 

Like you always made me feel better, 

And you always knew what to say. 

Mom, it all seems like yesterday 

Now I spend all of my time trying to find 
Someone to blame. 

And, Mom, | get so frustrated because now you're 
Not the same. 

Don't you know that in a broken mirror, nothing ever 
Looks right again 


Parents should take advice from a daughter or son, 

To realize that two parents really are better 

Than one 

Because now I'm confused, and I don’t know where 

To run 

L.wish you knew that what I'm saying Is true 

Can't you see that I'm a reflection of both of you? 

But you smashed the mirror and told me you 

Did what you had to do 

The other night I dreamed we were together again 

The two of you and me 

We were playing back home in those old clothes 

The way we used to be 

Father, | saw you at the store the other day. 

Shopping for yourself. 

Hesitating, you waved and smiled as if to say. 

You almost mistook me for somebody else 

When I approached you, you seemed uncertain as’! got nearer. 
You stood there looking somewhat bewildered 

Sort of like you were looking into another broken mirror 
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So], 

Tl be the best parent I can be 

T'll give my family all the love I can 

A thousand hardships couldn't shake my plan 
And every last mirror in my house will be polished 
So beautifully 

Mother, we'll all be so happy. 

Father, I'll raise the most perfect family 

Just you two wait and see 

Because I'm holding onto a dream, and I'm 
Going to hold it tight 

No matter how hard things get, I'll hold on 
With all my might. 

And 17 pick these shattered pieces off the 
Floor and make things right 


Tonight, as I prepare to sleep, there's nothing left 
To say 

Everything will be all right because tomorrow's 
Another day 

Some mirrors can be broken but they never go away 
Now looking in my mirror, I've seen 

Reflections of what could have been 

But I do believe that everything will be fine in 

The end. 


T love you, Father 
[love you, Mother 
Goodnight. 


Brian Webster 











own in eastern Texas We used to have a saying. 
Kill me, but don't steal my money.” 
When you think about it. money does seem 
and yet 


D 


Iojhave too much importance to/most people! 
Without any money some of our population has been reduc. 


tedto homelessness. Certainly we tend to think that amount 
of money we have is in direct ratio fo happiness. Well, 
iis true that citizens of this country, and probably other 
Countries as well, think of money’so very highly..Wwhy then 
do we allow our government to control so much of it? 
“Answer: we think the government is our {end and always 
Jooks out for us, right? We are lazy and apaihetict We fel 
powerless? 

Whatever our reasons for allowing the federal or state 
governments to contol much of our earnings) we do seem 
to have abdicated the financial thrones of our lives. If you 
Consider that most of us pay (rom 15 to 28 percent of our 
“off-the-tops’ directly to state and federal tax collectors, then 
ifyoU add another 10 t0 12 percent that we pay in added 
license fees, sales taxes, and every other kind of Lax or lee 
it {Urns out thal we sometimes pay in excess Of 50 percent 
Of every dollar we earn to some type of entrenched govern: 
mental agency., Does this sound like taxation that equals 
fepresentation?. 

Ifa bandit steals our money we are outraged! If one of 
Our kids gets into our wallets or purse we take punitive ac- 
tion: Perhaps the time has come to take punitive action 
against the thieving, blood-sucking, con-job styled politico 
that tells us one thing when he seeks our vote and another 


‘THE OPEN BO 


thing when he is “entrenched: You wont get the fox to pass 
legislation that bars him fom the chicken-house of course, 
but) nothing prevents us from publishing hisiname in the 
Newspaper alongside the list of things he voted to spend 
our money on. Then, if enough of us don't like the same 
things the fox liked, we place a bounty on the fox. The boun- 
ly is that the fox'comes home in disgrace. forever! 

Whatlwe need is a “break-out/“‘There are all kinds of 

break-outs’" going on in eastern Europe right now. We 
watch on the/news as Poland, East Germany, and other 
CoUntries are coming into their own revolutionary periods. 
Pethaps we need to see that while we Have not been vii 
Uimized by a| Communistic totalitarianism, we have been 
subjected to "40-50 years of socialism. “According, to 
economists, over 60 percent of the federal budget is spent 
on entitlement/and defense payments that you and I pay 
for whether we believe in the welfare system or not. You 
should) know that presently you are paying for weapon 
systems, that don't, work, aboriions for other people's 
Garelessness, a space program that'may or may not have 
any practical application, and science programs that have 
existed thirly years without your having ever heard of them, 
endless machines thal went in and out of date, programs 
that think-lanks thought might work, and on and on and on 

So, you think you are free, hub? Let me tell you that you 
are free to march to the step of the greedy politico that tells 
you “I'm giving myself a raise whether you like it or not 

I vote for programs that you need) whether you know 

itor not 

‘We need more money to improve education 

‘We need strong defense programs. 

“Weill ake and take and take and take. 

Imagine the utter cheek of the group of less than 600 
Politicos and judges that DEMAND A\PAY RAISE! 





k you are free? 


Imagine the idea that some silly lawyer can know, better 
than you can, know, what is really good for you! 

Think of the idea that Congress would suggest more 
money being poured into education when history has plain 
I proven that spending more money on education has given 
us students that can't read! 

See, with me: the millions of dollars funneled into defense: 
systems and related Pentagon toys are gone forever! 

So, you think you are free huh? You are losing more of 
your freedom everyday. You are now told to fasten your 
seatbelts or else. You must wear a helmet on'a motorcycle 
even if the helmet keeps you from hearing the sounds that 
‘might save your life. You do all of this because some politico 
decided; for you, what was proper to do. Did|you realize 
that'you were not smart enough to decide for yourseli? 

Well let's see...you give up to fifty percent of yourincome 
1o a group of men that have utter contempt for you, you 
are told where and when to do everything you do., you sure 
are free! 

| subscnbe to another idea of freedom. My idea of 
freedom includes the right to fail. That's right! | amjgiven 
not only the right to succeed...but to fail as well! My idea 
says 

If Lwant to ade my motorcycle without a helmet it’s my 
right to do so—and if I die—I die 

And 

Tdon't think you should ever get more than B to,10 per- 
cent of my income, Mr. Government: 

(you can‘t do everything a government should do with 
{ess than 10 percent of the countrys income..maybe you 
have gotten out of hand! I don't want to pay for everyone's 
abortion. I couldn't care [ess about a space program to im: 
Press the Soviets. No, my Politico...) would ‘rather have 
freedom than progress with tyranny. 








OK ———— 





‘Zany’ new release will please sci-fi lovers 





BY T. ROB BROWN. 





EDITORIAL ASSISTANT 

Nce again, science fiction and fantasy 
Ola will be pleased with the work 

of Douglas Adams. The Long Dark Tea- 
Time of the Soul, released December 1989, is the 
newest addition to Adams's novels. Adams is the 
author of the bestselling four-volume trilogy, yes 
“four-volume trilogy,” The Hitchhiker's Guide to 
the Galaxy. 

The Long Dark Tea-Time of the Soul is the se- 
cond novel in his Dirk Gently detective series. The 
first was released December 1988 and was titled 
Dirk Gently’s Holistic Detective Agency. Both were. 
published by Pocket Books, a division of Simon 
& Schuster, Inc. The new novel contains 307 pages 
of Adam's zany British humor and sells for $4.95 

Unlike the first novel, the main characteris Dirk 
Gently. Gently is a Cambridge England, detective 
Who is having a difficult time paying his rent and 
other expenses. Gently is a very unusual person 
and has strong beliefs in such things as “the in- 
terconnectedness of all things” and the Quantum 
Theory of Physics. He is contacted by a prospec- 





find the secrets behind these and other strange 
‘occurances? 





The novel is full of many different 
mysteries which are difficult for the 
reader to figure out, but that is 
what makes the novel exciting. 
...Jo put it simply, this isa detective/ 
horror/ romance/ comedy/ 
science-fiction/ unreal reality epic. 





tive client and make plans to meet at 11:00 a.m 


(on a Saturday. But being the lazy person: Gently 
is, he oversleeps and shows up at 2:00 p.m. only 
to find his client’s head spinning on a turntable. 
And at about the same time a desk blows up at 
an airport, and is claimed to be, “an act of God” 
by the local newspapers. But this is just the 


beginning. 


Is it possible, even for a detective greater than 


The book is much better than the first Dirk 
Gently novel, but still not as excellent as his Hit- 
chhikers Guide to the Galaxy books. The only ma- 
jor problem with the new novel is the fact that he 
goes into too much detail about the Norse gods, 
although an important part of the book. He uses 
many examples of his zany British humor 
throughout the novel, which is a big plus for many. 
readers. 

The novel is full of many different mysteries 
which are difficult for the reader to figure out. but 
that is what makes the novel exciting. And the ac 
tion really picks up when a giant eagle chases Dirk 
Gently and enters his house. 

To put it simply, this is a detective! horror! 
romance! comedy/ science fiction/ unreal reality 
epic. But the book can be Confusing al times, con- 
sidering there are so many subplots involved. 
Other than its few flaws, the book is another of 
Adams’ greats. 

Itis possible to see a third or fourth book within 
the next few years in the Gently series. 





Sherlock Holmes and Dick Tracy combined, to. 
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Sticks and Stones 






Sticks and stones 
have broken my bones 
now the back / scra 
is my own 

Sticks and stones 
Names and numbers 
and chains and rattles 
babies with guns 





shooting needles 

battling to be someone 
Names and numbers 
Blades and razors 

fad or phase 

bad boy make bad grades 
red mark in grade book 
teacher preacher crook 
Blades and razors 

School girl’s bad girl looks 
street pim| car tricks 
dope in the veins is pain to a nation 
cliques and clones 
look-a-likes and all-alones 
style inside 

highding 





Mike L. Mallory 


es 


John L. Ford 





Nick Coble 


Reckoning 


So here we are 

Caught on the dirt clod 

Known as plonet Earth 

We've stifled the natural sounds, 

Prefernng them on tape 

To lull us to sleep 

We've masked the stars’ beauty 

With high powered electric lights 

And sent probes to bring them back 
. ion 

cost us plenty. 

There is nothing left 

As we breathe the defecation of 

1 automobiles and then 

We're gone 










John L. Ford 
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Loner 


With ragged hair and faded jeans 

And lonely eyes that sparkle with fiery dreams 
He walks at 
Through thi 





ight down a crumb 
darkness to a d 
He can't go back to his lifelo, 
It’s time to run, runaway, and be alone 
No women, no f no money tonight. 
No up or down or wrong v 
hold of such things or | 


1g road 


ion unknown 





tin: 















e fight 
e things can only hold you down 
e things will keep you trapped in this town 
You can keep on swimming, or 
Like your mother and your father a 
The secret to s' n't do w 
Walk into the darkness until you d 
And nothing bad can 









op and drown, 








happen to 


At the edge of the darkr 
Be by a journey 
With lonely eyes that s 
He ¢ drowned h 
He 
Just 


An 











d until he 








There ; 
And where's the ney, the children, and the wife 


If nothing else, at le 
But you're a loner, and yourself is all u ne 


dno family to raise, don't need no 





s Christ 





Your crumbling town and your impossible dreams 
Walk through the dark, and hold back the fear. 


Just walk into the darkness till you disappea 








Mathew Jewell 
Brian Webster 


American 212 


Pot 








Greg Hoover 


John L. Ford 
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The Brink of Life 


Lust, desire, temptation 
all mainfest themselves in my mixed-up mind 
Still a child, yet a woman just the same 
A man to marry, and a baby to name 
Is this every young girls’ ultimate dream? 
To have a family that will make everyone beam 
Well, not for me, at least not soon 
I want to make it big and eat with the silver spoon 
A man can't give me what I myself can't find 
that's power, love, and a peace of mind. 


Juliette E. Bartlett 


Linette R. Dinwiddie 


Students, faculty, staff: 
WALO/VV 
WEEDS 


NOUR LETTERS 


Magic 


Changing things to stone 
strong in knowledge ond power 
powerful wizards, warlocks 


Avolon’ Will publish all signed letters 
300 words or less which pertain to 
ert, Iiterature, oc entertoinment 
related /ssues. It you wish your op/- and prestidigators 

nlen known, of wish fo sound off on are skillful in magic arts. 


how were doing, submit your letters 
to Hearnes Hall Room 117. T. Rob Brown 








Candlelight 


The lonely flame flickers and dances 
Wax runs softly down the stick. 

My eyes never leave the emply choir 
Where I wanted you to sit. 

There's only one thing on my mind 
There's only one feeling inside my heart 
Just as there's only one flame tonight. 
To push away the dark 


It seems life is full of wasted chances, 
You take hold and let them slip. 
And you die a little everytime you 
Push a lie from your lips 

But even the truth con hurt 
Sometimes it burns you like a flame 
Now watch the candle burn away. 
And burn away 

And burn away 





Tonight I'm thinking of lost romances 
And lives thot are full of regret 

The truth always seems to burn you more 
The closer that you get 

Will my flamer burn alone fore 
Or will choose to blow it ou 








It’s pointless to live with a heart full 

Of hope 

Ina world that’s full of doubt 

Can someone show me what life is all about? 





The lonely flame flickers and dances 


Brian Webster 


My Dream 


In 0 dream about seventy days ago 

I'saw the people move towards their goal, 
because they sow what was ahead. 
Together with the honor of the knight 
they turned against the oppressors fo fight 
because they almost came to the end. 

The Bay of Pigs 

Alolph Hitler. 

Lament over Vietnam 

But they saw thot they were stronger, 
wanted war to last no longer 

and they all walked hand in hand. 


Martel Edward Tignor 


THURSDAY. FEBRUARY 15, 1990 


Poor Judgement 


There was a time of laughter 
and that 

We played Ii 
and giggled at the news 





But now time of staunch 


we will never play in the rain 





w down, 


Martel Edward Tignor 








| The American Poetry Association is 
currently having a poetry contest 
which is open to all 

First prize for the contest is $500, 
wile the grand prize offered is 
|) $1,000: In total, 152 poets will win 
Veash and publication prizes worth 
$11,000. 

Poets may enter the contest by 
sending up to six poems, each of 
Ho more than 20 {ines in length, fo 
















Santa Cruz, CA 95061 
“Please Include your name and address 
“on each poem. 


Entries should be mailed by March 
3), with another contest beginning 
Api 1. It costs nothing to enter. 
Exch poem js also considered for 
publication in the American Poetry 
Anthology a leading collection of 
today’s poems. 

Since 1981, the American Poetry 
Association has held 34 contests 
And/awarded | $165,000 In prizes 
115'3)100 winning poets. 








AVALON 


A Decision 


They say you only live once 
But in the course 
Of one human's existence 

I will to live one hundred lives 
I feel no need 
To be trapped 

By one task, one ide 
When there are 
Many divinely different 











Things to do in life 
I 
By arbi 

While th 








To climb every mountain and swim every sea 
Before the sun 
Twill go everywhere 
And do everything 
Let others do|wha! 
T want to be free 
Free to touch and tell 
e precious moment 





ets on this day 








ence 
To dare to Dream 

d and ul dr 
And to make that di 


Come true 











Greg Hoover 
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Linnette R. Dinwiddie 


Masterpiece Without a Name 


These are my characters 
They shape and flow 
the way I want them to go 
Every curve, every line 
mine 
e, the colored ink 
lo make one think 


The blank p 


come togethe: 
a 












d feelings and emotion 
yous game 
asterplece, without a name 


Jullette E. Bartlett 









Students, faculty, staff: 


NWALO/VV 


aly accepting submissions 
ext edition, due out at the 
March so it you have any 
fart, ktersture. or 
around, sub- 












1g) 007 work 


Submisvon deadline for the 
March edition of Avalon® ts 
March 21. 
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Graffiti 


Writing on the wall 
Strange colors 
And cryptic paints 

Children of the night 
Scribble lies 
And solemn truth. 

Poetry in the runes 
And art 

An ancient prophecy 
F 





is born 





And destruction 
Its prophets speak 
On squalid walls 
Walls of Wisd 
n everlastin 
f vulgarity 












Greg Hoover 





Naomi Hunter 


Beauty? 


Standing in the piercing presence of your beauty 
I stand speechless and clone 
Knowing full how elusive beauty can be 


Wondering why deceit caresses your body 


Martel Edward Tignor 





Submit fo Avalon Submission deadline: March 21 





Colleen Blanton 


